
The Hiflory tf 
Thou haft redeemed thy loft opinion, 

And fhewde thou makeft fome tender of my life 
In this fairc refeue thou haft brought to me. 

P rm. O God they did me too much imurie, 

T hat euer faid,l harkened to your death: 

If it were fo,Imight haue let alone 
Theinlulting hand of Douglas ouer you. 

Which would hauc becne asl'peedy in your end. 

As all the poyfonous potions in the world 
And faude the trccherous labour of your fonne. 

Km. Make vp to Clifton, ile to S.Nicholas Gawfey .Exit K. 

Enter Wot! fur. 

Hot. If I miftakc not, thou art Harry Monmouth, 

P rtn. Thou fpeakft,as if I wou Id deny my name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy . 

Trin, Why then I fee a very valiant rebcll of that name, 

I am the Prince of Walcs.and thinke not Percyi 
Tofhare with mein glory anymore: 

Two liars keepenor their motion in onefphere. 

Nor can one England brooke a double raigne 
OfHarry Percy and the Prince of Wales. 

Hot. Now(hallitHarry,for the howre is come, 
Toendtheoneoi vs, and would to God 
Thy name in Armes,wcrenow as great as mine, 

P rm. Ilemake it greater,ere 1 part from thee 
And all the budding honours on t hy creft, 
lie crop to make a garland for my head. 

H*r, lean no longer brooke thy vanities. 

They fight . Enter Falslulffe. 

R»/. WcllfaidHal toitHrf/.N\iy,you (hall find noboyes 
play here,l can tell you . 

Enter Douglas fie fighteth with Valflalffe fie fair 
downe , as if he were deadjthe prime 
kfileth P erej. 

Hot. Oh Harry, thou haft rob d me of my youth 
1 be tter brooke the lolle of brittle life, 

Then thofc proud titles thou haft won'qfine, > > • 
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They woundmy thoughrs,worfc then thy fword my flefh 
But thought’s the flaue of life,andlife times foolc, 

And time that takes fur uay of all the world, 

Muft haue a ftop.O,l could prophetic 
But that the earth, and cold hand of death 
jLics onmy tongue; no Percy,tbou[art duft 
Andfood for * " 4 . 

pr<«. For wormeSjbraue Perty .Fare thee well, great nearr, 

111 weau’d ambition, how much art thou fhrunkc? 

When that this body did containea fpirit 
Akingdomefor it was toofmallabound. 

But now two paces «f the vilell earth 

Is roome enough:this earth that beares the dead, 

Bearcs notaliucfoftoutaGentleman. 

Ifthou wertfenftblcof curtcfie 
I lhould not make fo great a fhew ofzeale:. 

But let my fauours hide rhy mangled face. 

And euen in thy behalfc,ile thanke my fclfe, 

For doing thefe faire rites of tenderncs. 

Adieu, and take thy praife with thee to heauen, 

T hy ignomy fleepe with thee in the graue, 
Butnotrcmcmbredinthy tpitaph. •* 

H efpteth Taljl-ilffeen the grouted. 
What,oldaajuainrance, could not all this fleflv 
Kecpe in a little lifeJpoore Iacke farewell, 

I could haue better fparde a better man, 

0,1/hould haue a heauy mifle of thee 
lfl were much in loue with vanity. 

Death hath not ftrookcfo faire a Deere to day 
T hough many dearer,in this bloody fray 
Imbowclde will I fee thee by and by 
Till then in bloud by noble Percy lie. 

FalHaljferifethvp. 

Fal. Imbo weld?ifthou imbowel me to day, ile giuey ou leaue 
topowdec me, and cate me too to morrow, Zblood,twas time 
to counterfeit, or that hot tcrmagantScot had paid me (cot and 
lot too.Counterfeit?Ilic,I am n© counterfeit : to die is to bee a 
counterfeiter hew but the counterfeit ofa ma,who hath not 
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